u 
COMMISSARY. 
COME D Y 


IN THREE ACTS. 


As nk at the 


Theatre Royal in the Hay-Market. 


By SAMueEeL Foorr, Eſq; 


Queis facile eſt ædem conducere flumina portus, 
viccandum eluviem, pertandum ad buſta cadaver. 


Jvv. Sat. III. 


Criminibus debent hortos, prætoria, menſas, 
Argentum vetus, & ſtantem extra pocula Caprum. 


| Ibid, Sat. I. 


THE FOURTH EDITION. 


17 — 


1— 


— 


Er 


Printed for T. Lownpzs, No. 77. © een. 
MDCCLXXXII. 
[Price One Shilling and Sixpence. ] 


* 


a 


5 


* 
* 


* 


2 * 


. 
0 * 
* * 
| * 
- 
- 
OY 
* 
» 
" * 
* 
„ CY 
* 
* 
* * %» Gas 
| * 43 7 * 
. « 
* 
* 
= 
* - 
” 
% 
* q = 
. . 
CY 
» 
- 
1 * 
„ > 
p 
# 
\ i 
* 
£ 
. 
* 
= 
; * . 
* 
">, 
* 
— 
- 


* 


C2. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Mr. Zac. Funcvus, Mr. Foorx, 
Mr. Is AAc Fundus, Mr. Cos rollo. 
Mr. GRueL, Mr. SHUTER. 
Young LoveiT, Mr. Davis. 
Dr. CaTcur, | Mr. PARSOxs. 
dio, Mr. PRESTOx. 
Mr. Ba rboux, Mr. GaRDNER. 
Mr. Pa pu Asov, Mr. KEN. 
Mr. H AR, Mr. TinpaL. 
Li FleuR, Mr. Jonnson. 
Joan, Mr. MARSHALL. 


A Hackney-Coachman, Mr. PARsOxs. 


WOMEN. 
Mrs. MecHLiNg Miſs Carney. 
Mrs. Lovkir, Mr. Saur. 
Dor L v, Miſs RevnoLDs. 
Jaxyy, Mrs. GaaN GRE. 
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ACT. I. SCENE I, 


Mrs. McnLix's Houſe. 
(Loud Knocking at the Door.) 


f * 


Enter JENNY. 


Jenny. 8 | 
x R A P, rap, rap, up-ſtairs and down, from 
f K morning to night; if this ſame Commiſ- 
1 ſary ſtays much longer amongſt us, my 


miſtreſs muſt een hire a porter. Who ö 


there ? 
SIMON ad 
Sim. Is Mes. Mechlin at home? 


Jen. No. (6 10 the door.) Oh, what is it you, 
Smon. 


Enter S1mov. 

Sim. At 3 ſervies, ſweet Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Why you knock with authority; and 
hat are your commands, Maſter Simon? 

Sim. I come, Madam, to receive thoſe of your 
miſtreſs, What, Jenny, has ſhe any great affair 
on the anvil? Her ſummons 1s moſt exceedingly 
preſſing; and you need not be told, Child, that a 


man of my conſequence does not trouble himfelf 
about trifles, | 
| ay Jen. 
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Fen. Oh, Sir, I know very well you principal 

actors don't perform every night. 

Sim. Mighty well, Ma'am, but notwithſtand- 
ing your ironical ſneer, it is not every man that 
will do for your miſtreſs; her agents muſt have 
genius and parts: I don't ſuppoſe, in the whole 
Bills of Mortality, there is ſo general and extenſye 
a dealer as my friend Mrs. Mechlin. 

Jen. Why to be ſure, we have plenty of cuſto. 
mers; and for various kinds of commodities it 
would be pretty difficult I fancy to—— 

Sim. Commodities! Your humble ſervant, ſweet 
Mrs. Jane: Yes, yes, you have various kinds of 
commodities, indeed, 

Jen. Mr. Simon, I don't underſtand you; I ſup- 
poſe it is no ſecret in what ſort of goods our dea. 
ling: conſiſts. 

Sim. No, no, they are pretty well known. 
Fen. And to be ſure, though now and then, to 
oblige a cultomer, my miſtreſs does condeſcend to 

ſmuggle a little 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jane. 

Fen. Yet there are no people in the Liberty of 
Welſtminfter that live in more credit than we do. 

Si m. Bravo. 

Fen, The very beſt of al are not aſham'd 
to viſit my miſtreſs. _ 

Sim. They have reaſon. 

Jen. Reſpected by the neighbours. | 

Sim. ] know it. 

Jen. Punctual in her payments. 

dim. To a moment. 

Fen. Regular hours. 

Lim. Doubtleſs. 

Fen. Never miſſss the ſarmant on Sundays. 

dim, 1 own it. 


Jen. 
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Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, un- 
leſs, now and then, when the poor gentlewoman 
happens to be oyertaken in liquor. | 

Sim. Granted. | 
Jen. Not at all given to lying, but, like other 
tadesfolks, in the way of her buſineſs. 

Sim. Very well. PS. | 
Jn Very well! then pray, Sir, what wou'd you 
inlinuate? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't go to caſt 
refleftions upon us; don't think to blaſt the repu- 
tation of our 

Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you ſerious ? 

Jen. Serious! Ay, marry am l. 

$im. The devil you are! 

Jen. Upon my word, Mr. Simon, you ſhou'd 


tot give your tongue ſuch a licence; let me tell 


you, theſe airs don't become you at all. 

Sim. Hey-day l why where the deuce have I got; 
fure I have miſtaken the houſe; is not this Mrs. 
Mechlin's ? 

Jen. That's pretty well known. 

im. The commodious, convenient Mrs. Mechlin, 
at the ſign of the Star, in the pariſh of St. Paul's? 

Fen. Bravo. | 

Sim. That commercial caterpillar ? 

Jen. I know it, 

Sim. That murderer of manufactures ? 

Jen. Doubtleſs. 

Sim. That walking warehouſe ? 

Jen. Granted, 

Sim, That carries about a greater cargo of con- 


traband goods under her petticoats than a Calais 
cutter ? Xen 


Jen. Very well. 
dim. That engroſſer and ſeducer of virgins ? 
Jen. Keep it up, maſter Simon. 


A 4 | Sim. 
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Sim. That foreſtaller of Bagnios ? . 

Jen. Incomparable fine. 

Sim. That canting, couzenin money: lending 
match- making, ande be knocking.) 

Jen. Mighty well, Sir: here comes my wy 
ſhe ſhall thank you for the pretty picture you have 
been pleaſed to draw. 


Sim. Nay, but dear Jenny= 5 

Jen. She ſhall be told how highly me ſtands ia 
your favour. 

Sim. But my ſweet girl [Knocking again.] 

Jen. Let me go, Mr. Simon, don't you hear ? 

Sim. And can you have the heart to ruin me at 


Jen. Hands off. 


Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs. Jane, and 
dictate the articles. 


Euter Mrs. Mſeenviin followed by a hackney coccb. 


man, with ſeveral bundles, in a capuchin, a bonntt, 
and her cloaths Are up. 


Mrs. Mech. So, huſſey, what muſt I ſtay all 10 
in the ſtreets? who have we here! the devil's in 
the wenches, I think, —one of your fellows I ſup- 
poſe Oh, is it you ! how fares it, Simon ? 
Jen. Madam, you ſhould not have waited 4 
minute, but Mr. Simon 
Sim. Huſh, huſh ! you barbarous jade 
Jen. Knowing your knock, and eager to open 
the door, flew up ſtairs, fell over the landing: place, 
and quite barr'd up the way. 
© Sim. Les, and Iam afraid I have put out my ankle, 
Thanks, Jenny; you ſhall be no loſer, you ſlut. 
Mrs, Meh. Poor Simon,——Oh, Lord have 
| | mercy 


=" 3... 
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9 
zupon me, hat a round have I taken! 
k c Wench petrified, why don't you reach me a 
0 5 don't you ſee, Im tired to death? 
ndeed, ma' am, you'll kill yourſelf. i 

Sim. Upon my ; word,..ma'am Mechlin, you 
hot'd take a little care of yourſelf; indeed you 
Lbour too hard. 

Mrs. Mech Ay, Simon; and for little or nothing 
mly victuals and cloarhs, more coſt than worſhip," 
-Why:does not the, wench take the things trom 
tie fellow? Welk what's your fare? 

Coachm. Miſtteſs, it 's honeſtly worth half a crown. 


Mrs. Mech. Give hin a e of ann and 
end him away. 


© # 0 


Mrs, Mach. Them there fellous are never con- 
tented : drink! ſtand farther off; why you, ſmetl 
aready as ſtrong as a bœer- barrel. 

Geb Miſtreſs, that's becauſe I Have already 
been drinking. 

Mrs. Mech. And are not you pi red you ſor, 


to be eternally. guzzling ? You had better buy you 
ſome choaths. 


Coachm. No, miſtreſs, my honour won t let me 
do that. | 


Mrs. Mech. Your honour |! and pray how does 
that hinder you ? 
Coachm. Why, when a good 3 like 


you, cries, Here coachman, here's ſonicthing to 
ink —— | 


Mrs. Mech, Well! 
Coachm. Wou'd it be honour in me to Jay it 


out in any thing elſe? No, miſtreſs, my conſcience 


won't let me, becauſe why, it's the will of the do- 
nor you know. 


Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear ſuch a blockhead? 
Coachm. 
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Coacbhm. No, no, miſtreſs; tho? I am a Poor 

man, I won't forfeit my bongur z my cattle, thof 
I love 'em, poor dealtelies, are not more dearer to 
me than that. 
Mrs. Mech, Yes, you and your horſes gi 
pretty ſtrong proofs of your love aud your honour, 
for you have no cloaths on your back, and they 
have no fleſh. | Well, Jenny, give him the ſix. 
pence; there, there, lay It out as you will. 

Coachm. It will be to your health, miſtreſs ; it 
ſhall melt at the Meuſe, before I go home ; I ſhall 
be careful to clear my conſcience. 

Mrs. Mech. I don't doubt it. 
Coach. You need not. MiſtreFs, your ſervant, 
[Exit coachman, 

ADs. Mech. Has there been any body here, 
Teanyy- © 15 

Jen. The deine ma' am, about the Glou 
ceſtcrſhire living. 

Mrs. Mech, He was, Oh oh! what I ſuppoſ 
his ſtomach's come down. Does he like the is 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party? 

Jen. Why that article ſeems to go a little + 

inſt him. 

Mrs. Mech. Does it ſo? hon let bim retire t0 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, i 
will ſoon give him an appetite. He'll ſtick to hi 
Honour too, till his caſſock is wore to a rag. 

Jen. Why, indeed, ma'am, it ſeems pretty ruſty 
already. 

Mrs. Mech. Deviliſh ſqueamiſh, I think; 
good fat living, and a fine woman into the bar 
gain! You told him a friend of the lady's will 
take the child off her hands ? 

Fen. Yes, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. So that the affair will be a ſecret b 
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ill but. himſelf. But he muſt quickly reſolve, for 
next week his wife's month will be up. 

Jen. He promiſed to call about four. 

Mrs. Mech. But don't let him think we are at a 
boſs for a huſband ; there is to my knowledge a 
merchant's clerk in the city, a comely young man, 
and comes of good friends, that will take her with 
but a ſmall place in the cuſtomhouſe. 

Jen. He ſhall know it. 

A Mech. Ay, and tell him, that the party's 

has intereſt enough to obtain it whenever he 
Fl. And then the bridegroom may put the 
purchaſe-money too of that ſame preſentation into 
his pocket. 

Jen. Truly, ma' am, I ſhould think ban would 
prove the beſt match for the lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Who doubts it ?—Here, Jenny, 
carry theſe things above ſtairs. Take care of the 
tigrette, leave the watch upon the table, and be 
ſure you don't miſlay the pearl necklace; the lady 
goes to Mrs. Cornellys's to-night, and if ſhe has 
any luck, ſhe will be ſure to redeem it to-morrow. 

[Exit Fenry. 

Sim. What a world of affairs! it is a wonder, 
madam, how you are able to remember them all. 

Mrs. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, maſter Si- 
non. — But I have a great affair in hand- ſuch an 
3 if well managed, it will be the making of 
us all. 

dim, If I, ma' am, can be of the leaſt uſc 

Mrs. Mech. Of the higheſt ! there is no doing 
mchout you. You know the great 

Jen. | have put the things where you ordered, 
ma' am, 


Mrs, Mech. Very well, you may go. 
[ Exit Fenny- 


I ſay» 


* 
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I. fay, you know the great commiſſary, that is came 


to lodge in my houſe. Now they fay this My, 
Fungus is as rich as an Indian governor. Heaven 
knows how he came by it : but that you know is 
no buſineſs of ours. Pretty pickings, I warrant, 
abroad. Loud knocking.) 
Who the deucg,can that be? But let it be who it 
will, you muſt not go till I ſpeak to you. 


Enter Jexxy, 


en. The widow Loveit, ma'am. 
As. Mech. What, the old liquoriſh dowager 
from Devonſhire . Square? ſhew her in. [Exit 
enny.] You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon; I ſhall 
ſoon diſpatch: her affair. | [Exit Simon, 


Enter Mrs. Lovzit. 


A. Lov. So, ſo, good morning to you, good 
Mrs, Mechlin. John, let the coach wait at the 
corner. 

Mrs. Mech, You had better ſit here, 7 

Mrs. Lov. Any where. Well, my dear vo- 
man, I hope you have not forgot your old friend 


Ugh, ugh, ugh,—| coughs.] Conſider 1 have no 


time to loſe, and you are always fo full of employ- 
ment. 

Mes. Mech. Forgot you ! you ſhall judge, Mrs. 
Loveit. I have, ma'am, provided a whole cargo 
of huſbands for you of all nations, complexions, 
ages, tempers, and fizes : ſo you ſee you have no- 


| thing to do' but to chooſe. 


Mrs. Lov. To chooſe! Mrs. Mechlin ; Lord 


help me, what choice can I have? I look upon 
| wedlock to be a kind of a lottery, and I have a 
ready drama my prize; and a great one it was! 


My 


* 
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My poor dear man that's gone, I ſhall never meet 
vith his fellow. Bet Mae 1 

Me. Mech. Pſhawl madam, don't let us trou- 
ble our heads about him, 1's high time that he was 
forgot. -—QL Dae" | 
Few. Lev. But won't his relations think me ra- 
ther too quick. 41 

Mrs. Mech. Not a jot; the greateſt compliment 
you cou'd pay to his memory; it is a proof he 
rave you reaſon to be fond of the ftate. But 
what do you mean by quick! Why he has been 
bury'd theſe three weeks— _ 

Mrs, Lov. And three days, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! quite an age ! | 
Mrs. Lov. Yes; but I ſhall never forget him; 
ſleeping, or waking, he's always before me. His 
dear {weld belly, and his poor ſhrunk legs. 
Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, he had no n.ore 
calf than my fan. 

Mrs. Mech. No! 

Mrs. Lov. No, indeed; and then, his bit of 
a purple noſe, and his little weezen face as ſharp 
3 a razor—don't mentien it, I can never forget 
him. | crzes-] | 

Mrs. Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, in- 
deed. But, ma' am, if you continue to be ſo fond 
of your laſt huſband, what makes you think of 
„„ Tad 29 

Mrs. Lov. Why, what can I do, Mrs. Mech- 
lin? a poor lone widow woman as I am; there's 
no body minds me; my tenants behind-hand, my 
ſervants all careleſs, my children undutiful 


| Ugh, ugh, ugh=—=f coughs. 


” 


Mrs. Mech. You have a villainous cough, Mrs. 
Loveit; ſhall, ſend for ſome; lozenges ? 
ET ; Alrs, Lov. 
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Mrs. Lov. No, I thank you, it's nothing 2 
all; mere habit, juſt a little trick I've got. 

Mrs. Mech. But I wonder you ſhou'd have al 
' theſe vexations to plague you, madam, . who 
are ſo rich, and ſo 

Mrs. 2e. Forty thouſand in the four per Cen 
every morning I riſe, Mrs. Mechlin, beſides tw 
houſes at hackney ; but then my affairs are fh 
weighty and intricate; there is ſuch tricking in 
lawyers, and ſuch torments in children, that I can! 
do by myſelf; I muſt have a helpmate ; quite ne. 
ceſſity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I underſtand you, you mary 
merely for convenience ; juſt only to get an al. 
ſiſtant, a kind of a guard, a fence to your pto- 

rty ? | 
a Lov. Nothing elſe. 

Mrs. Mech. I thought ſo; quite rue; ſo 
that age is none of your object; you don't want: 
ſcampering, giddy, ſprightly, young 
Mrs. Lov. Young ! Heaven forbid. What do 
you think, like ſome ladies I know, that I want to 
have my huſband taken for one of my grand · chil 
dren ! No, no; thank Heaven, ſuch vain thought 
never enter'd my head. 

Mrs. Mech. But yet, as your matters ſtand, he 
" ought not to be ſo very old neither; for inſtance 
now, of what uſe to you wou'd be a huſband cf 
ſixty? 

Mrs. Lov. Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs. Mechlin, 
what do you think I want to turn nurſe ? 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty- five t 

Mrs. Lov, Ugh, ugh, ug 

Mrs. Mech, Or fifty? 

Mrs Lov. Oh! chat s too cunning an age; men, 


non 
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dow a-days, rarely matry at fifty, they are too 
owing and cautious.  - 

' Mrs. Mech. Or forty-five, or forty, or 

Mrs. Lov. Shall I, "Mars. Mechlin, tell you a 
piece of my mind ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 believe, ma'am, that will be your 
belt way- 

Mrs. Lov. Why then, as my childres' are young 
nd rebellious, the way to ſecure and preſerve their 
obedience, wilt be to marry a man that won't grow 
od in a hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. Why I thought you declar'd againſt 

outh ? 

i Lov. So I do, ſo I do; but then, fix or 
eren and twenty is not fo very young, Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for at 
that time of life, men can buftle and ſtir, they are 
not eaſily check'd, and ver they take in hand 
they go through with. | 

Mrs. Lov. True, true. 

Mrs, Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be ſaid 
t be uſeful; it is the only tear and wear ſeaſon. 
Mrs. Lov. Right, right. 
Mrs. Mech. Well, ma'am, I fee what you want, 


fyour to call 

Mrs. Lov. I ſhan't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. I think I can ſuit you. 

Mrs. Lov. You'lt be very obliging. 

Mrs, Mech. You may depend upon't I'll do my 
endeavours. 

Mrs, Lov. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be ſure don't 
let him be older than thar, not above ſeven or 
eight and twenty at moſt; and let it be as ſoon as 
Jou conveniently can. 8 
Mrs. 


ind to-morrow about this time, if you'll do me the 


; ——— SF. Wm * 
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. Ars. Mech. Never fear, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. Becauſe, you know, the more chil 
dren. I .have by the ſecond venter, the greater 
plague I ſhall prove to thoſe Ithadiby the firſt. 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. You had better lew 
on me to the door; but indeed, Mrs. Loveit, yoy 
are very malicious to your children, TOP evenly 
. ful, indeed. 

Mrs. Lov. Ah, they deferve.l it, you can' t "think 
what ſad whelps they turn out; po puniſhment 
can be roo much; if their poor father cou'd by 
bave foreſeen they wou'd have hy did 1 mes. 
tion the dear man ! it melts me too much. Wel, 
peace be with' him. To-morrow about this 
time, Mrs. Mechlin, will the party be here, think 

ou? 

F Mrs. Mech. I can't ſay. | 

Mrs. Lou. Well, a good day, good Mrs. Mech 
lin. 

Mrs. Mech, Here, John, take care of your 
miſtreſs. [Exit Mrs. 19 
A good morning to you, ma'am. Jenny, bil 
Simon come vp.—A huſband ! there now is 1 
proof of the prudence of age; I wonder they 
don't add a clauſe to the act to prevent the old 
from marrying elandeſtineiy as well as the young 
I am ſure there are as many unſuitable matches a 
this time of life as the other. 441 ip 


Enter SIMON. 


Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr, 
Fungus's ſervants below ? e 
Sim. Three or four ſtrange 3 | 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, ſome of that troop I fp 


pers ; come, Simon, be ſeared —Well, Sine 


as 
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8 I was telling you, this Mr. Fungus, my lodger 
zhove, that has brought home from the wars a 
whole cart-load of money, and who (between you 
and I) went there from very little better than a 
driver of carts 

Sim. I formerly knew kim, Mxam. 

Mrs. Mech. But he does not know you ? 

Sim. No, no. 

Mrs. Mech. I am glad of that—this ſpark, I 
ſy, not content with being really as rich as a lord, 


b determin'd to rival them too in every other ac- 
compliſnment. 


dm. Will that be ſo eaſy? why he muſt be = 


wards of. 
Ars. Mech, F ifry y, J warrant. 
Sim. Rather 8 in life to ſet up for a gen- 
tlkman. 
Mrs. Mech. But fine talents you know, and a 
frong inclination— 


Sim. That, indeed— _ 


Mrs. Mech. ere I promiſe you he ſpares for 
00 pains. 


Sim. Diligent ? | 
Mrs. M:ch. Oh, always at it. Learning ſome- 
ting or other from morning to night; my houſe 
sa perfect academy, ſuch a throng of fencers, 
dancers, riders, muſicians ;— but, however, to 


ſneeten the pill, I have a fellow. feeling for recom- 
mending the teachers. 


Sim. No doubt, Ma'am; that's always the rule. 

Mrs. Mech. Bat one of his ſtudies is really di- 
rertung ; I own I can't help laughing at that, 

Sim. What may that be? | 

Mrs. Mech. Oratory.—— You muft know his 
iſt ambition is-to have a ſeat in a certain aſſem- 


Ms ; and in order to appear there with credit, Mr. 


* 
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What d'ye CalVem, the man from the city, atteng, 
every morning to give him a lecture upon ſpeak. 
ing, and there is ſuch haranguing and bellowin 
between them Lord have mercy-upon—but you'l 
ſee enough on't yourſelf; for do you know, Simon, 
you are to be his valet de chambre ? 

Sim. Me, Madam 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, his privy counſellor, By conh. 
dant, his director in chief. 

Sim. To what end will that anfwer? 

Urs. Mech; There I am coming. — Tou are to 
know, that our Squire Wou'd-be is violently bent 
upon matrimony; and nothing forſooth will 90 
down but a perſon of rank and condition. 

Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of barer he's indebt. 
ed to Germany. 

Mrs. Mech. The article of fortune be holds in 
utter contempt; a grand alliance is all that he 
wants; ſo that the lady has but her veins full of 
high blood, he does not care OPAL how low 
and empty her purſe 1s. p 

Sim. But, Ma'am, won't it be diGcult to meet 
with a ſuitable ſubject? 1 believe there are fen 
ladies of quality that 
Mrs. Meh. Uh, as to that, I am already pro- 
vided. 

Sim. Indeed! | 

Mrs. Mech. Lou know my neice Dolly e 

Sim. Very well. 

Mrs. Mech. What think you of her? 

Sim. Of Miſs Dolly, for . ? 

Mrs. Mech. For what! you are plaguily dull; 
why a woman of faſhion, you dunce. 

Sim. To be ſure Miſs Dolly is very deſerving, 
and few ladies have a better appearance; but, ble 
me, Madam, here people of rank are fo gooey 

nOWN, 
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known, that the lighteſt enquiry wou'd poiſon 
your project. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fears from 
that quarter ; there I think | am pretty ſecure. | 
Sim. If that, indeed, be the caſe— 

Mrs. Mech. In the firſt place, Mr, Fungus has 


an entire reliance on me. 


Sim. That's ſomething. | 

Mrs. Mech. Then to baffle any idle curioſity, 
we are not cerived from any of your new-fangled 
gentry, who owe their upſtart nobility. to your 
Harry's and Edward's. No, no, we are ſcions 
from an older ſtock ; we are the hundred and for- 
tieth lineal deſcendant from Hercules Alexander, 
earl of Glendowery, prime miniiter to king Mal- 


colm the Firſt. - 


Sim. Odſo ! a qualification for a canon of 
Straſbourg. So then it ſeems you are tranſplanted 
from; the Banks of the Tweed; Cry you mercy ! 
But how will Miſs Dolly be able to manage the 


accent? 


Mrs. Mech. Very well; the was two years an 
actreſs in Edenborough. ä 

Sim. That's true; is _ overture. made, has 
there been any interview? _ 

Mrs. Mech. Several; we have no diſlike to his 
perſon; can't but own . is rather agreeable; and 
25 to his propoſals, they are greater chan we cou'd 
defire : but we are prudent and careful, lay nothing 
without the Earl's approbation. 

Sim, Oh, that will be eaſily had. 

Mrs. Mech. Not ſo eaſily; and now comes your 
part: but firſt, how goes the world with you, dimon? 

Sim. Never worle ! The ten bags of tea, and the 
cargo of brandy, them peering raſcals took from 
me in Suſſex, has quite broken my back. 


. Mrs. 
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Mrs, Mech. Poor Simon ! why then I am afraid 
there's an end of your traffick. 

Sim. Totally: for now thoſe. fellows have got 
the Ille of Man in their hands, I have no chance to 

get home, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Then you are entirely at leiſure. 

Sim. As a Bath turnſpit in the month of July. 
Mes. Mech, You are then, Simon, an old family 

ſervant in waiting here on the lady; but difparch' 

to the North with a view to negotiate the treaty, 
you are Juſt returned with the noble Peer's reſolu- 
tion. Prepare you a ſuitable equipage, I wil! pro- 
vide you with a couple of ta one for the lover 
and one for the lady | 

Sim. The contents 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, you may read them within: 
now with regard to any queſtions, I will furniſh 
you with ſuitable anſwers ; but you have a bun- 
gler to deal with, ſo your cards will be eaſily play d. 

' A 
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Enter Jzxvy. 


Jen. Miſs Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney coach at 
the corner ; may ſhe come in ? 

Mrs. Mech. Are the ſervants out of the way ? 

Fen, Oh, ſhe is ſo muffled up and diſguiſed, 
that ſhe'll run no danger from them. 

Mrs. Mech. Be ſure keep good watch at the 
door, ſenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, Ma'am. [Exit JENNY, 

Mrs. Mech, Simon, take thoſe two letters that 
are under the furthermoſt cuſhion in the window, 
run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a great 
coat, and a whip, and be here with them in half an 
hour at fartheſt, 


Sin. 
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Sim, I will not fail. But have you no farther 
directions? ins 7 © 
Mrs. Mech. Time enough. I ſhall be in the 
way; for it is me that muſt introduce you 
thove. [Exit Simon.] So things feem now 
in a pretty good train ; a few hours, it is' to be 
hoped, will make me eaſy for life. To ſay 
ruth, I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To be 
ſure the profits are great; but then, ſo are the 
riſks that I run: beſides, my private practice 
begins to be ſmoak'd, Ladies are ſuppos'd to 
come here with different deſigns than metely 
to look at my goods: ſome of my beſt cuſtom- 
ers too, ate got out of my channel, and manage 
their matters at home by their maids. Thoſe 
aſylums, they gave a dreadful blow to my bu- 
fineſs. Time has been, when a gentleman 
wanted a friend, I could ſupply him with choice 
in an hour; but the market is fpoiled, and a 
body might as ſoon procure a hare or a partrid 
25-4 pretty [Enter Dolly. — 80 Niece, 
are all things prepar'd ; have you got the papers 
from Harpy ? 5 
Dolly. Here they are, Ma'"am. 
Mrs. Mech. Let me ſee—Oh the marriage arti- 
cles for Fungus to ſign. Have you got the con- 
tract about you ? | a 

Dolly. You know, aunt, I left it with you. 

Mrs, Mech. True, I had forgot : but where is 
the bond that I—Here it is; this, Dolly, you 
muſt ſign and ſeal before witneſs. 

Dolly, To what end, aunt? 


* 


Mrs. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknowledg- 
ment for all the trouble I have taken; a little hint to 
your huſband, that he may reimburſe your poor aunt, 
for your cloaths, board, lodging, and breeding. 

B 3 Dolly. 
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Dolly. I hope my aunt does not ſuſpect that 1 


can ever be wanting 

Ars. Mech. No, my dear, not in the leaſt: but 
it is beſt, Dolly, in order to prevent all retroſpec. 
tion, that we ſeitle accounts before you change 
your condition, 

Dolly. But, Ma'am, may not 1 ſee the contents? 

9 9 81 Mech. The contents, love, of what uſe 
will that be to you? Sign and ſeal, that's enough, 

Dolly. But, aunt, I chooſe to ſee what! ſign. 

Mrs. Mech. To ſee! what then you ſuſpect me? 

Dolly. No, Ma'am ; but a little caution —— 

2 Mech. Caution! Here's an impudent bas 
gage! How dare you diſpute my commands? 
Have not Il made you, raiſed you from nothing, 
and won't a word from my mouth vogue. you 
again? 

Dolly. Madam, 1 

Mrs. Mech. Anſwer me, huſſy, was not you a 

g beggar's hrat at my door; did not I, out of com- 
paſſion, take you into my houſe, call you my neice, 
and give you ſuitable breeding? 

Dolly, True, Madam. 

Abs. "Mech. And. what return did you make 
me? You had ſcarce got into your. tcens, you 
forward ſlut, but you brought me a child almoſt 
as big as yourſelf; and a dclightful father you 
choſe for it ] Doctor Catgut, the meagre muſi- 
cian; that ſick monkey-face maker of crotchets; 
that eternal trotter fine all the little draggle-tall'd 
girls of town. Oh, you low ſlut, had it been by a 
gentleman, it would not have vex d me ; .but a 
fidler ! _ 

Dolly. For heaven's ſake 

- Mrs. Mech. After that you op'd, 3 


ſtroller, and in a couple of years return'd to 
town 


— 
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town in your original trim, with ſcarce a rag to 
our back. 1 ' 

Dolly. Pray, Ma'am 

Mrs. Mech. Did not I, notwithſtanding, re- 
ceive you again? have not I tortured my brains 
for your good ? found you a huſband as rich as 
2 Jew, juſt brought all my matters to bear, and 
now you refuſe to ſign a paltry paper ? 

Dolly. Pray, Madam, give it me, I will ſign, ex- 
ecute, do all that you bid me. | 

Mrs. Mech. You will; yes, ſo you had beſt. And 
what's become of the child, have you done as I 
ordered? 3 

Dolly. The Doctor was not at home; but the 
nurſe left the child in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Mech. You heard nothing from him? 

Dolly; Not a word. 

Mrs. Mech. Then he is meditating ſome miſ- 
chief, I warrant. However, let our good ſtars 
ſecure us to-day, and a fig for what may happen 
to-morrow. It is a little unlucky tho', that Mr. 
Fungus has choſen the doctor for his maſter of 
muſic; but as yet he has not been here, and, if 
poſſible, we muſt prevent him, 


Enter Jenwv, baſliily. 


Jen. Mr. Fungus, the tallow-chandler, Ma'am, 
1s croſſing the way, ſhall I ſay you are at home? 

Mrs. Mecb. His brother has ſervants enough, 
let ſome of them anſwer. Hide, Dolly. [ Exit 
Dolly and. Jenny.] [One knock at the door. 
Ay, that's the true tap of the trader; this old 
brother of ours tho” is ſmoaky and ſhrewd, and 
tho“ an odd, a ſenſible fellow; we muſt guard 
apainſt him; if he gets but an inkling, but the 

| B. 4 lighteſt 
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ſlighteſt ſuſpicion, our project is marr d 
[A noiſe witbout.] What the deuce is the mat. 
ter! As I live a ſquabble between him and Lz 
Fleur, the French footman we hir'd this morn- 
ing. This may make mirth, Pl] liſten a little. 

| [ Retires, 


Enter Mr. Isaac Fuxevs, driving in LA Fr zun. 


J. Fung. What is there no-body in the houſe 
than can give me an anſwer; where's my brother, 
you raſcal ? 

La Fleur. Je n' entend pas. 

J. Fung. Pas, what the devil is that; anſwer 
yes or no, is my. brother at home? don't ſhrug up 
your ſhoulders at me, you Oh, here comes a 
rational being. 


Enter Mrs. Mechlix. 


Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lanthorn- 
jaw'd raſcal won't give me an anſwer, and indeed 
wou'd ſcarce let me into the houſe. | 

La Fleur. C'ſt gros Bourgois a fait une tapage 
de diable. | 

Mrs. Mech. Fy donc c'eſt le frere de mon- 
ſieur. | | | 

La Fleur. Le frere ! Mon Dieu! 

Z. Fung. What is all this? what the devil lin- 
guo is the fellow a talking? 

Ars. Mech, This is a footman from France that 
your brother has taken. | 

J. Fung. From France! and is that the beſt of 
his breeding ? I thought we had taught them bet- 
ter manners abroad, than to come here and inſult 
us at home. People make ſuch a rout about 

wp | ſmuggling 
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ſuuggling their Frenchified goods, their men do 
more miſchief. If we could but hinder the im- 

ing of them 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton, I ſee that, 


Mr. Iſaac. F | 

J. Fung. I warrant me: is brother Zachary at 

Mrs. Mech. Above ftairs, Sir. 

L Fung. Any company with him? 

Mrs. Mech. Not any to hinder your viſit. La 
fleur, cuvrez le porte. | 

J. Fung. Get along you —— Mrs, Mechlin, 
your ſervant. I can't think what the devil 
makes you quality ſo fond of the mounſiers; for 
ny part I don't fee March and be hang'd to. 
o- you ſooty-fac'd—— | 

[ Exeunt I. Fungus, and La Fleur. 

Mrs. Mech. Come, Dolly, you may now ap- 


pears 


Enter ]envv. 


Jen. Mr. Paduaſoy, ma'am, the Spital-fields 


weaver ; he has been waiting this hour, and ſays he 
tas ſome people at home— 


Mrs. Mech. Let him enter ; in a couple of mi- 
utes I'll. follow you, Dolly. [Exit Jenny. 


Enter Pa Du Aso Y. 


Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, you may load your- 
elf home with thoſe ſilks, they won't do for my 
market. 2 | ET 

Mr, Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam? 
| Mrs, Mech. Matter | you are a pretty fellow 
adeed, you a tradeſman ! but it's lucky I know 


you, 
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you; things might have been worſe let us ſets 
accounts, Mr. Paduaſoy; you'll ſee no more of my 
money. PIN $0” Sal 

| Pal. TT ſhall be ſorry for that, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech, Sorry! anſwer me one queſtion; 
am not I the beſt cuſton.er that ever you had? t 

Pad. I confeſs it. 3 

Mrs. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my pre. 
cious ſoul, by ſwearing to my quality cuſtomer, 
that the ſtuff from your Jeoms was the produce 
of Lyons ? ig TOE: Sh SITE, 

Pad. Granted. © - x 29 

Mrs. Mech. And unleſs that had been believd, 
could you have ſold them a yard, nay a nail? 

Pad. I believe not. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well. Did not, Sir, I pro. 
cure you more money for your curs'd goods, 
when fold as the manufacture of France; than 
as mere Engliſh they could have ever produced 

ou ? 
: Pad. I never deny'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then are not you a pretty felloy, 
to blow up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam! 

Mrs. Mech. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how? e 
Mrs. Mech, Did not you tell me theſe pieces of 
ſilk were entire, and the only ones you had made 
of that pattern ?. | 

Pad. I did. | | 

Mrs. Mech. Now mind. Laſt Monday I left 
them as juſt landed, upon a pretence to ſecure them 
from ſeizure, at the old counteſs of Furbelow's, by 
whoſe means, I was ſure, at my owa price, to get 
rid of them both ; and ' who ſhould come in laſt 
night at the ball at the Manſion-Houſe, * 
| — Jay 


. 
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dy unluckily happen'd to be, with a full. ſuit of 
blue pattern upon her back, but Mrs. Deputy 

wwlaſs, dizen'd out like a ducheſs. _ f 

pad. Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs l Is it poſſible? 

Mrs. Mech. There is no denying the fact; but 
at was not all: if indeed Mrs. Deputy had be- 
ed like a gentlewoman, and ſwore they had been 
ent her from Paris, why there the thing would have 
ted ; but ſee what it is to have to do with mecha- 
icks, the fool owned ſhe had them from you. I 
hould be glad to ſee any of my cuſtomers at a loſs 
or a lye. But thoſe trumpery traders, Mr. Padu- 
y, you'll never gain any credit by them. 

Pad. This muſt be a trick of my wife's; I know 
de women are intimate, but this piece of intelli- 
znce will make a hot houſe, None of my fault 
need, Mrs. Mechlin ; I hope, Ma'am, this won't 
make any difference? 

Mrs. Mech. Difference ! I don't believe I ſhall 
te able to ſmuggle a gown for you theſe ſix months. 
What is in that bundle ? 

Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, that you pro- 
nis d to procure of a ſupercargo at Woolwich, for 
vir Thomas Callico's lady. ; 

Mrs. Mech. Are you pretty forward with the 
ght ſprigg'd waiſtcoats from Italy? | 

* They will be out of the loom in a 
ek. 

Mrs. Mech. You need not put any Genoa vel- 
ſts in hand till the end of the autumn; but you 
may make me immediately a freſh ſortment of fo- 
reign ribbons for ſummer. | 3 

Pad. Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs, Mech. Not at preſent, I think. 

Pad. I wiſh you, Madam, a very good morn- 


0g, 


Mrs. Mech. 
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Urt. Much. Mr. Paduafoy, Lotd! 1 had -d 
to have forgot. You muſt write an anoymous let. 
ter to the Cuſtom-houſe, and ſend me ſome old 
filks to be ſeized ; I muſt treat the town with 2 
bonfire: it will make a fine paragraph for the pa. 
pers; and at the ſame time advertiſe the public 

where ſuch things may be hat. 
Pad. I ſhan't fail, Madam. Exit Paduafoy, 
Mrs. Mech. Who ſays now that I am not 2 
friend to my country ? I think the Society for the 
Encouragement of Arts, ſtibuld vote me a pre. 
mium. I am fure I am one of the greateſt encou- 
ragers of our own manufactures. | 
s 4h Exit Mrs, Mecklin, 


END or Tus FIRST ACT. 


Eni 
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A C T I. 


SCENE Firſt Continues, 


0 


iter CommrssarRy Funcvs, Isaac Funcus, and 
Mrs, MEeCHLIN. 


Zac. Fungus. 
ROTHER Iſaac, you are a blackhead, I 
tell you. Bur firſt anſwer me this; can 
knowledge do a man any harm. 

J Fung. No, ſarting; what is befitting a man 
for to learn. 

Z. Fung. To learn! and how ſhould you know 
phat is-befitting a gentleman to learn? Stick to 
your trade, maſter tallow-chandler. 

J Fung. Now, brother Zachary, can you ſay i in 
your conſcience, as how, it is deſcent to be learning 
to 13 when you ha' almoſt Joſt the uſe of your 
=_ 

Z. Fung. Loſt the uſe of my legs! to ſee but 
the malice of men! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin ; 
dow, Ma'am, does not Mr. Dukes fay, that, con- 
ering my time, I have made a wonderful pro- 
preſs ? 

I. Fung. Your time, brother Zac | 

Z. Fung. Ay, my time, brother Iſaac. Why, 
[ha'nt. been at it paſſing a couple of months, 
nd we have at our ſchool two ald dermen * a 

Cr 


they could get out of hand. 
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ſerjeant at law, that were full half a year befy 
Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin. can vouch! 
And pray, Ma'am, does not maſter allow, that; 
my age, I am the moſt hopeful ſcholar he has? 

Mrs, Mech. I can't but ſay, Mr. Ifaac, that u. 
*ſquire has made a moſt prodigious improvement, 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? I wiſh we had but 

kit, I would ſhow you what I could do: one, tua 
three, ha. One, two, three, ha. There are riſing 
-and-angings eee. 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, marry, as light as a cork, 
Z. Fun. A*n't it? Why, before next winter | 
over, he ſays, he'll it me for dancing in public 
and who knows but in Lent you may ſce me an 
ble at a Ridotto with an opera linger. 

Mrs, Mech. And I warrant he acquits himſelf 
well as the beſt, BE | 
I. Fun, Mercy on me! and pray, brother, that 
thing like a ſword in your hand, what may the ul: 
of that implement be? 

Z. Fun. This? oh, this is a foil. 

J. Fun. A foil! | 

Z. Fun. Ay, a little inſtrument, by which »e 
who are gentlemen, are inſtructed to kill one and 
ther. 

J. Fun. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid ; I hope 
you have no ſuch bloody intentions. Why, broth 
Zac. you was uſed to be a peaceable man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry me 
chanick, and afraid of the law, but now I am ane 
ther gueſs perſon : I have been in camps, can 
toons, and intrenchments; have marched ove 
bridges and breaches; I have ſeen che Ezel and 


Wezel; I'm got as rich as a Jew, and if a 
a man 
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nid dares-1 to affront me, P11 let bim know that my 
trade has been fighting. os 

J. Fun, Rich as a Jew! Ah, Zac. Zac. but if 

had not had another gueſs trade than fighting, 

doubt whether you would have returned altoge- 

ther ſo rich: but now you have got all this wealth, 
ghy not fit down and enjoy it quiet? 

Z. Fun. Hark ye, Iſaac, do you purtend to know 
fe? are you acquainted with the Beaux d'Eſprits 
af the age? 

J Fun. 1 don't underſtand you. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then how Would 
jou know what belongs to gentility ? 

un. And why not as well as you, brother 
Zac. I hope I am every whit as well born? 

Z. Fun. Ay, Iſaac, but the breeding is all; 
conſider J have been a gentleman. above five years 
ind three quarters, and I think ſhould know a lit- 
tle what belongs to the bulineſs ; hey, Mrs. Mech- 
1 

Mrs. Meth. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fan. And as to this foil, do you know, Es 
in what the art of fencing confiſts ? 

I. Fun: How ſhou'd 1? 

Z Fun. Why it is ſhort; there are but two 
rules : the firſt is, to give your antagoniſt as many 
thruſts as you can; the ſccond, to ke careful and 
TI none yourſelf. 

I, Fun. But how is this to be done? 

FN Fun. Oh, ealy enough : for do you ſce, if 
you can but divert 7 adverſary! s point from the 
ine of your body, it is impoſſible he ever 
hould hit you ; and al this is done by a little 
urn of the wriſt, either this way, or that way. 
0 how you: John, bring me a foil. Mis. 
= Mäechlin, 
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Mechlin, it will be worth your OFT Ing. Hen, 
brother Iſaac- Dad in a foil. ]. 
I. Fun. Not I. | | 

Z. Fun, Theſe Bourgois are ſo ren 
Mechlin, will you, Ma'am, do me the favour ty, 
puſh at me a little? Mind, brother, when fe 
thruſts at me in carte, I do o; ; and when ſhe 
puſhes | in tierce, I do ſo; and, by this means 
man is ſure to avoid being killed. But it my 
not be amiſs, brother Iſaac, to give you the pro. 
greſs of a regular quarrel z and "then; you will fe 
what ſort of a thing a gentleman is. Nov! 
have been told, do ſee, brother Iſaac, by a friend 
who has a regard for my honour, that Captain 
Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what captain 
you pleaſe, has in PIE company call'd me: 
cuckold 

J. Fun. A cuckold ! But how can that be? be. 
cauſe why, Brother Zac. you be'nt married. 
Z. Fun. But as I am juſt going to be married 
that may very well happen, you know. 

_ Mrs. Mech. True. | 
Z. Fun. Les, yes, the thing is natural enough, 
Well, the captain has ſaid,,I am a cuckold; upon 

which, the firſt time I ſet eyes on captain Wilkins, 
either at Vaux-hall, or at Ranelagh, I accoſt him, 
in a courteous, gentee]-like manner 

J. Fun. And that's more than he merits. 

Z. Fun. Your; patience, dear Iſaac —— in 4 
courteous, oentleman-like Manner z captain Hop- 
kins, your ſervant, 

J. Fun. Why, you call'd him but now Captiin 
Wilkins. 

Z. Fun. P'ſhaw! You blockhead, I tell you tie 
name does not ſignify nothing——Yoour ſervant 


ſhall 1 crave your ear for a moment? The captain 
politely 
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politely replies, Your commands, good Mr. Fun- 
gus? Then we walk ſide by ſide—Come here, Mrs. 
Meehlin | They walk up and down | for ſome time 

3s Civil as can be: Mind, brother Iſaac. | 

J. Fun. 1 do, I do. | 

Z. Fun. Hey! — no; tother ſide, Mrs. 
Mechlin. — that's right——I hear, captain 
Wilkins 

J. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins. 

Z. Fun. Zounds ! Iſaac, be quiet Wilkins, 
that you have taken. ſome liberties about and 
concerning of me, which, damme, I don't under- 
tano 

J. Fun. Don't ſwear, brother Zachary. 

Z. Fun. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow ? 

J. Fun. But you are grown ſuch a reprobate 
ſince you went to the warg—— _ 

Z. Fun, Mrs. Mechlin, ſtop the tongue of that 
dlockhead; why, dunce, I am ſpeaking by rule, 
and Mrs; Mechlin can tell you that duels and 
damme's go always together. | 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always: 8 
Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underſtand. 
Liberties with you, cries the captain, where, when; 
ind in what manner? Laſt Friday night, in com- 
pany at the St. Alban's, you call'd me a buck, and 
moreover ſaid that my horns were exalted, Now; 
vr, I know very well what was your meaning by 
that, and therefore demand ſatisfaction. That; 
dr, is what I never deny to a gentleman ; but as 
o you, Mr. Fungus; I can't conſent to give you 
that rank. How, Sir, do you deny my gentility ! 
Oh, that affront muſt be anſwered this inſtant 
Draw, Sir! Now puſh, Mrs. Mechlin. [ They fence] 
There I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there 1 
parry 
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parry—— Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! Mr, 
Mechlin. | | | 

I. Fun. Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met with 
your match; well puſh'd, Mrs, Mechlin, 
Z. Fun. Ay, but inſtead of puſhing in tierce, 
ſhe puſhed me in carte, and came ſo thick with 
ber thruſts that it was not in nature to parry 
them. ] ; 

J. Fun. Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of 
your ſkill; but I think, brother Zac. you hinted 
an intention of marrying, is that your deſign ? 
Z. Fun. Undoubtedly, 

I. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fun. Why this evening. 

T. Fun. So ſudden! and pray is it a ſecret tg 
whoin ? | 
Z. Fun. A ſecret,no, I am proud of the match; 
ſhe brings me all that I want, her veins full af 
good blood: ſuch a family! ſuch analliance ! zooks, 
ſhe nas a pedigree as long as the Mall, brother 
Iſazc, with large trees on each fide, and all the 
boughs loaded with lords. | 

J. Fun, But has the lady no name. 

Z. Fun. Name! ay, ſuch. a name, lord, ve 
have nothing like it in London : none of your 
ſtunded little dwarfiſh words of one ſyllable ; your 
Watts, and your Potts, and your Trotts ; this 
rumbles through the throat like a cart with broad 
wheels. Mrs. Mechlin, you can pronounce it bet- 
ter than me. 

Mrs, Mech. Lady Sachariſſa Mackirkincroft. 
Z. Fun. Kirkincroft ! there are a mouthful of 
- ſyllables for you. Lineally deſcended from Her. 
cules Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, Earl of 
Glendower, prime miniſter to king Malcolm the 


rſt | | 
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J. Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 


Z. Fun. I can't ſay quite all; for the right ho- 


nourable peer that is to be my pappa, (who by the 
bye is as proud as the devil,) has flatly renounc'd 
the alliance, calls me here in his letter Plebeian, 
and fays if we have any children, they will turn out 
very little better than pye-balls. 

J. Fun. And what does the gentlewoman ſay? 

Z. Fun. The gentlewoman ! Oh, the gentlewo- 
man (who between ourſelves) is pretty near as high 
as her father; but, however, my perſon has prov'd 
too hard for her pride, and I take the affair to be 
as good as concluded. | 

J. Fun, It is reſolv'd? 

Z. Fun. Fix'd. 

I. Fun. 1 am ſorry for it. 

Z. Fun. Why ſo? come, come, brother Iſaac, 
don't be uneaſy, I have a ſhrewd gueſs at your 
grievance z but though you may not be ſuffer'd to 
ſee lady Scracariſſa at firſt, yet who knows before 
long I may have intereſt enough with her to bring 
it about; and in the mean time you may dine 
when you will with the ſteward. _ 1 
I. Fun. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, you don't think my lady 
will gainſay it? | 
Mrs, Mech. By no means; it is wonderful, con- 
ſidering her rank, how mild and condeſcending ſhe 
is: why, but yeſterday, ſays her Ladyſhip to me, 
though, Mrs. Mechlin, it can't be ſuppos'd that I 
ſhou'd admit any of the Fungus family into my 
preſence | | 
M4 Fun, No, no, to be ſure ; not at firſt, as I 
aid, 
| Mrs, Mech. Yet his brother, or any other rela- 
tion may dine with the ſervants every day. 


C 2 c y ; | Z, Fun. 
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Z. Fun. Do you hear, Iſaac? There's your true, 
inherent nobility, ſo humble and affable! but peo- 
ple of real rank never have any pride; that is only 
for upſtarts. 

J. Fun. Wonderfully gracious ! but here, bro. 
ther Zac, you miſtake me, it is not for myſelf Iam 
ſorry. 

Z. Fun. Whom then ? 

J. Fun. For you. Don't you think that your 
wife will deſpiſe you ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

1. Fun. Can you ſuppoſe that you will live toge. 
ther a month? 

Z. Tun. Yes. 22 

T. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your 
own houſe like a paltry dependant ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

1. Fun. To have yourſelf and your orders con- 
temn'd by your ſervants ? 

Z. Fun. No. 15 

I. Fun. To ſee your property devoured by your 
lady's beggarly coufins, who, notwithſtanding, 
won't vouctte you a nod? 

Z. Fun. No. | 

J. Fun, Can you be blind at her bidding, run at 
her ſending, come at her calling, dine by yourſelf 
when ſhe has bettermoſt company, and ſleep ix 
nights a week in the garret? 

Z. Fun, No. 

J. Fun. Why, will you dare to diſobey, have the 
impudence to diſpute the ſovereign will and plea- 
{ure of a lady like her? 80 
. Fun. Ay, marry will J. 
I. Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at your 
throat e Bo 


Z. Tun. 


> — 
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Z. Fun. No. | 

J. Fun. Then you don't know half you will have 
to go through. 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what you 
wou'd be at; you don't mean I ſhou'd marry at 
all. 7 8 

J. Fun. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong 
me; I ſhould with pleaſure ſee you equally 
match'd, that is, to one of your own rank and 
condition. 

Z. Fun. You would? I don't doubt it, but that 
$a pleaſure you never will have. Look you, Iſaac, 
| have made up my mind; it is a lady I like, and 
z lady I will have; and if you ſay any more, [I'll 
not be contented with that, for damme, [I'll marry 
ducheſs. | 


Enter La FLEUxR. 


La Fleur. Le Maitre pour donner d' Eloquence, 

Z. Fun. What does the puppy ſay, Mrs. Mech- 
ln, for you know I can't parler vous. 

Mrs. Mech. The gentleman from the city, that 
ss to make you a ſpeaker. | 

Z. Fun. Odzooks! a ſpecial fine fellow, let's 
have him, | | 

Mrs. Mech. Faites l' entrer, [ Exit La FLeun. 

. Fun. Brother, as you are buſy, I will take 
another 
. Fun, No, no, this is the fineſt fellow of all, 
t is he that is to make me a man; and hark ye, 
brother, if I ſhou'd chance to riſe in the ſtate, no 
more words, your buſineſs is done, 

J. Fun. What, I reckon ſome member of par- 
lament, 8 

Z. Fun, A member! Lord help you, brother 
r Iſaac, 


i 
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Iſaac, this man is a whole ſenate himſelf. Why it 
is the famous orationer that has publiſh'd the bock. 

J. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel? 

Z. Fun. The ſame. 

J. Fun. Yes, I have ſeen his name in the News, 

Z. Fun. His knowledge is wonderful; he has 
told me ſuch ſecrets Why do you know, aac, 
by what means 'tis we ſpeak ? 

I. Fun. Speak! why we ſpeak with our mouths, 

Z. Fun. No, we don't. 

J. Fun. No! mw 

Z. Fun. No. He ſays we ſpeak by means of 
the tongue, the teeth, and the throat ; and with- 
out them we only ſhould bellow. 

J. Fun. But furely the mouth— 

Z. Fun. The mouth, I tell you, is little or no- 
thing, only juſt a cavity for the air to paſs 
through. | 

J. Fun. Indeed! 

Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity's ſmall, 
little founds will come out; when large, the great 
ones proceed: obſerve now in whiſtling and bayl- 
ing {whiſtles and bawls ] Do you ſee? Oh, 
he 1s a miraculous man. 

J. Fun. But of what uſe is all this? 

Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, an't it; and of 
what ſignification is that, you fool! And then as 
to uſe, why he can make me fpeak in any man- 
ner he pleaſes; as a lawyer, a merchant, a coun- 


try gentleman; whatever the ſubject requires 
But here he is. | | 


„ 


Enter Mr. Grvtr. 


Mir. Gruel, your ſervant; I have been holding forth 
in "Joo praiſe, 


Cruel. 
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Griel: I make no doubt, Mr. Fungus, but. to 


jour declamation, or recitation (as Quintilian more 
properly terms 1t ); I ſhall be indebted for much future 
praiſe; in as much as the reputation of the ſcholar 
does (as I may ſay) confer, or rather as it were re- 
fle&, a mat vellous kind of luftre on the fame of the 
maſter himſelf. 

Z. Fun. There, Iſaac! dia ever hear the like # 
he talks juſt as if it were all out of a book ; what 
wou'd you give to be able to utter ſuch words > 

J. Fun. And what ſhou'd I do with them? them 
holiday terms wou'd not paſs ih my ſhop 3 ; there's 
no buying and ſelling with them. 

Gruel: Your obſervation is pithy and pertinent: 
different ſtations different idioms demand; poliſhed 
periods accord ill with the mouths of mechanics ; but 
is that tribe is permitted to circulate a baſer kind of 
coin, for the eaſe and convenience of inferior traf- 
fic, ſo it is indulg'd with a vernacular or vicious vul- 
gar phraſeology, to carry on their interlocutory com- 
merce. But | doubt, dir, I foar above the region of 
your comprehenfion * ) 

I. Fun. Why if you. would come down a ſtep of 
two, I can't fay but I ſhould underſtand you the 
better, 

Z. Fun. And I too. a 
Sruel. Then to the familiar I fall: if the gentle- 
man has any ambition to ſhine at a veſtry, a com- 
mon-hall, or even a convivial club, I can ſupply 
him with ample materials. 

J. Fun. No, I have no ſuch deſire. 

Gruel. Not to loſe time; your brother here, ( for 
fuch I find the gentleman is,) in other reſpects a 
common man like yourſelf— 

Z. Fun. No better. 

Cruel. 9 how alter'd by means of my art : 

C 4 | are 
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are you prepar'd in the ſpeech on the great impor, 
tance of trade ? 
Z. Fun. Pretty well, I believe. 
Gruel. Let your geſticulations be chaſte, and 
your muſcular movements conſiſtent. 
2. Fun. Nexer fear ¶ Enter IE Nx, and ubiſ. 
pers Mrs. MECHLIN.] 
Mrs, Mechlin, you'll ſtay ? 
Mrs, Mech. A little buſineſs; I'll return in an 
inſtant. [Exit Mrs, Mchlix. 
Gruel. A little here to the left, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
there you will only, catch his profile that s right 
now you will have the full force of his face; one, 
two, three; now off you go. 


Z. Fun. When ] conſider the vaſt i importance of Y 
this day's debate; when I revolye the various vicil. tc 
ſitudes that this ſoil has ſuſtain'd ; when I ponder p 
what our painted progenitors were; and what we, 
their civilized ſucceſſors, are; when I reflect, that y 
they fed on crab-apples and cheſnuts n 


Gruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Z. Fun. You are right ; crab-apples and pig- 
nuts; and that we feaſt on green-peas, and on cul- 
tards : when | trace, in the recording hiſtorical page, 
that their floods gave them nothing but frogs, and 
now that we have fiſh by land-carriage, | am loſt 
in amazement at the prodigious power of commerce. 
Hail, commerce! daughter of induſtry, conſort to 
credit, parent of opulence, full ſiſter to liberty, and 
great g grandmother to the art of navigation 

4 Fun. Why this gentlewoman has a pedigree a 
Jong as your wife's, brother Zac. 

J. Fun. Prithee, Iſaac, be quiet—art of navigation 
—a—a—'%vigation——Zooks, that fellow has put 
15 quite out. 


r 9 8 
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Gruel, It matters not; this day's performance has 
argely fulfitl'd your yeſterday's promiſe. 


come; let me juſt give him that part about turn- 
pegs—for the ſloughs, the mires, the ruts, the im- 
pallable bogs, that the languid, but generous, ſteed 
travelled through; he now pricks up his ears, he 
neighs, he canters, he capers through a whole re- 
gion of turnpegs. 


Enter Mrs. Mchlix. 


Mrs. Mech, Your Riding-maſter is below. 

Z. Fun. Gadſo! then here, we muſt end, 
You'll pardon me, good Mr. Gruel ; for as I want 
to be a finiſh'd gentleman as ſoon as I can, it is im- 
poſſible for me to ſtick long to any one thing. 

Gruel. Sir, though your exit is rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations, do, (as I 
may ſay) in ſome meaſure, cicatrize the otherwiſe 
mortal wound on this occaſion ſuſtained by decorum. 

Z. Fun. Cicatriſe! - I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel, to-mor- 
row we will at it again, 

Gruel, You will find me prompt at your ſlighteſt 
volition, 

Z. Fun. I wiſh, brother Iſaac, I could have ſtaid, 
you ſhould have heard me oration away like a law- 
yer, about pleadings and preſidents; but all in good 
ume. [ Exit FUNGUS», 

Mrs. Mech, This gentleman, Sir, will gain you 
vaſt credit. | 

Cruel. Ves, Ma'am, the capabilities of the gen- 
leman, I confeſs, are enormous; and as to you I 
am indebted fox this promiſing pupil, you will per- 
mut me to expunge the obligation by an inſtantane- 

5 -- ous 


Z. Fun. But 1 han't half done, the beſt is to 
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ous and gratis lecture on that ſpecies of eloquenc 
peculiar to ladies. 
G Mrs. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no ſort of occz. 
ion 
Gruel. As to that biped, man, (for ſuch I de. 
fine him to be) a male or maſculine manner he: 
longs 
Mrs. Mlec h. Any other time, good Mr. Gruel. 
Gruel. So to that biped, woman, ſhe participa. 
ting of his general nature, the word homo, in Late 
being promiſcuouſly uſed as woman or man 
Mrs. Mech, For Heaven's ſake- 
Gruel. But being caſt in a more tender and del. 
cate mold 
Mrs. Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in waiting— 
Gruel. The ſoft, ſupple, infinuating graces— 
Mrs. Mech. J muſt inſiſ 
Gruel, Do appertain (as I may ſay) in a more 
peculiar, or particular, manner 
Mrs. Mech. Nay, then 
Gruel. Her rank in the order of entities— 
Mrs. Mech. I muſt thruſt you out of my houſe. 
Gruel. Not calling her forth—— 
Mrs. Mech. Was there ever fuch a 2 
bim out.] 


Re-enter Grvet.. 


Sruel. To thoſe eminent, hazardous, and (as! 
may ſay) perilous conflicts, which ſo often 

Mrs. Mech. Get down ſtairs, and be hang'd to 
you ¶ puſbes bim out.] There he goes, as I Ive, 
from the top to the bottom 1 hope; I han't done 
him a miſchief: You ar'n't hurt, Mr. Gruel ?—No, 
all's ſafe ; I hear him going o on Jo ms N an 


impertinent puppy. : Fin Men I F 
a ; 7 
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I. Fun. Impertinent, indeed: I wonder all thoſe 
people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I am pretty well uſed to em. 
But who comes here ? Mr. Ifaac, if you will ſtep 
into the next room, I have ſomething to communi- 
cate that well deſerves your attention. 

[ Exit Isaac Funcvs. 


Enter S1M0N. 


Sim. Doctor Catgut at the foot of the ſtairs. 

Mrs. Mech, The devil he is! What can have 
brought him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon, 
that nobody comes up whilſt he is here. [Exit Si- 
on. ] I hope he has not heard of the pretty * 
xe ſent him to day. 


Enter Dr. CaTcurT. : 
Dr. Cat. Madam Mechli, your humble. I Bede, 


Ma'am, received a couple of compliments from your 
manſion this morning; one I find from a lodger of 
your's, the other I preſume from your niece 3 but 
for the laſt, I rather ſuppoſe I am indebted to you. 

Mrs. Mech. Me! indeed, Doctor, you are widely 
miſtaken; I aſſure you, Sir, ſince your bufineſs 
broke out, I have never ſet eyes of her once. 

Dr. Cat. Then 1 am falſly informed. 

Mrs. Mech. But after all you muſt own it is but 
what you deſerve; I wonder, Doctor, you don't 
leave off theſe tricks. 

Dr. Cat. Why what can 1 do, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
my conſtitution requires it. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! 1 ſhou'd not have thought i it. 

Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are ſo deſpe- 
tately fond. 

Mg. Mech. Without doubt. 

1 | | | Dr. 
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Dr. Cat. And for frolick, flirtation, diligence 
dreſs and addreſs | g 

Mrs. Mech. To be ſure, | 

Dr. Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry, 
few men, I flatter myſelf, will be found that can 
match me. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 

Dr. Cat. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin, let me pe. 
riſh, child, you look divinely to-day, 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! | 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs on 
my hands, I ſhou'd be pohtively tempted to trifle 
with thee a little. | | 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, but Doctor, conſider I am not 
of a trifling age, it wou'd be only loſing your time. 

Dr. Cat, Ha, ſo coy! But a propos, Molly, 
this lodger of your's ; who is he, and what does he 
want ? | 

Mrs. Mech. You have heard of the great Mr, 
Fungus ? 

Dr. Cat, Well! 

Mrs. Mech. Being informed of your {kill and abi 
lities, he has ſent for you to teach him to ing. 

Dr. Cat. Me teach him to fing ! What does the 
ſcoundrel mean to affront me ? | 

Mrs. Mech. Affront you! 

Dr. Cat. Why don't you know, child, that! 
quitted that paltry profeſſion ? | 

Mrs. Mech, Nat I. 

Dr. Cat. Oh, intirely renounc'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then what may you follow at pre- 


n | 


Dr. Cat. Me !—nothing, I am a poet, my dear, 

Mrs. Mech. A poet! 
Dr. Cat. A poct. The muſes—you know I was 
always fond of the ladies: I ſuppoſe you have heard 
Ot 
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of Shakeſpear, and Shadwell, of Tom Brown, and 
of Milton, and Hudibras ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have. | 

Dr. Cat. I ſhall blaſt all their laurels, by gad; 
have juſt given the public a taſte, but there's a 
belly-full for them in my larder at home. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, you ſur prſe me; 
but pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtleſs. Capital as I am, I have not 
acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech. And cou'd you communicate your 
ut to another? 

Dr. Cat. To be ſure. Why I have here in my 
pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhimes, from Z 
quite to great A. Let us ſee, A. ay, here it begins, 
A, aſs, paſs, graſs, maſs, laſs, and ſo quite thro” 
the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, grounds, 
mounds, pounds, hounds. 5 

Mrs. Mech. And what do you do with thoſe 
es 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we ſupply them. 

Mrs, Mech. Supply them? 

Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will ſhew you. 
Laſt week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I made theſe 
times into a duet for a new comic opera I have on 
the ſtocks. Mind, for I look upon the words as a 
model for that fort of writing. 


Fiſt ſhe, —T here to ſee the ſluggiſh aſs, 
Through the meadows as we paſs, 
Eating up the farmer's graſs, 
Blyth and merry, by the maſs, 
As a lively country laſs. _ 


Mrs. Mech. Very pretty. 
Dr. Cat. A'n't it? Then he replies, 
Hear 
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Hear the farmer ery out, zZounds ! 
As he trudges through the grounds, 
Yonder beaſt bas broke my mounds , 
If the pariſh has no pounds, 

Kill, and give him to the hounds. 


Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the lag 
ſtanza ; and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, will run 
you for a couple of months. You obſerve ? 

Mrs, Mech, Clearly, As our gentleman is de. 
ſirous to learn all kinds of things, I can't help think. 
ing but he will take a fancy to this. 

Dr. Cat. In that caſe, he may command me, 
my dear; and I promiſe you, in a couple 
months, he ſhall know as much of the matter 2 
J do. 

Mrs. Mech, At preſent he is a little engaged, but 
as ſoon as the honey-moon is over 

Dr. Cat. Honey-moon ! Why is he going to be 
marry'd ? 

Mrs. Mech. This evening, I fancy. 

Dr. Cat. The fineſt opportunity for an introduc- 
tion in nature, I have by me, Ma'am Mechlin, of 
my own compoſition, ſuch an epithalmium 

Mrs. Mecb. Thalmium, what's that? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets 
compoſe at the ſolemnization of weddings. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, oh! | 

Dr. Cat. It is ſet to muſick already; for [ full 
compole for myſelf, | 

Mrs. Mech. You do? 

Dr. Cat. Yes. What think you now of provid- 
ing a band, and ſerenading the *Squire to-night: 
It will be a pretty extempore compliment. 


Mrs. Mech. The prettieſt thought in the wy 
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But T hear Mr, Fungus's bell. You'll excuſe me, 
dear Doctor, you may ſuppoſe we are buſy. 

Dr. Cat. No apology then, I'll about it this 
inſtant. 

Mrs, Mech. As ſoon as you pleaſe ;—any thing to 
get you out of the way. ¶ Alide and exit. 

Dr. Cat. Your obſequious, good Madam Mech- 
ln, But notwithſtanding all your fine ſpeeches, I 
ſhrewdly ſuſpect my bleſſed bargain at home was a 
preſent from you; and what ſhall I do with it ?*— 
Theſe little embarraſſes we men of intrigue are eter- 
rally ſubject to, There will be no ſending it back. 
dhe will never let it enter the houſe. —Hey ! gad, 
lucky thought is come into my head——this ſere- 
nade is finely contrived Madam Mechlin ſhall 
have her couſin again, for I will return her bye-blow 
n the body of a double baſe-viol ; fo the Bawd ſhall 
haye a concert as well as the Squire. 

[Exit Dr, Carqur. ] 


END or rf SECOND ACT. 
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SCENE continues. 


Enter Haxey, Younc Lovzir, and Ixxvxv. 


Harpy. 
T E LL your miſtreſs my name is Harpy ; ſhe 


knows me, and how precious my time is. 
Fen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's Inn? 
| | [ Exit Fenn, 
Har. The ſame. Ay, ay, young gentleman, this 
is your woman; I warrant your bufineſs is done, 
You knew Kitty Williams, that marry'd Mr. Abed- 
nego Potiphar, the Jew broker ? 
Z. Lov. I did. IS 
Har. And Robin Rainbow, the happy huſband 
of the widow Champanſy, from the iſle of St. Kitt's? 
Z. Lov. | have ſeen him. PR” 
Har. All owing to her. Her ſucceſs in that 
branch of buſineſs is wonderful! Why, I dare be. 
lieve, fince laſt ſummer, ſhe has not ſent off leſs 
than forty couple to Edinburgh. N 
Z. Lov. Indeed! She mult be very adroit. 
Har. Adroit! You ſhall judge; I will tell you 3 
caſe: you know the large brick houſe at Peckham, 
with a turrit at top? 
Z. Lov. 


. 
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2. Lov. Well. 

Har. There liv'd Miſs Cicely Mite, the only 
daughter of old Mite the cheeſemonger, at the cor- 
ner of Newgate-ſtreet, juſt turn'd of fourteen, and 
under the wing of an old maiden aunt, as watchful 
35 2 dragon—but huſh—I hear Mrs. Mechlin, I'll 
take another ſeaſon to finiſh my tale, 

Y. Lov. But, Mr. Harpy, as theſe kind of wo- 
men are a good deal given to goſſiping, I wou'd ra- 


neceſſity. 

Har. Goſſiping! She, lord help you, ſhe is as 
coſe as a Catholic confeſſor. | 

Y. Lov. That may be, but you muſt give me 
leave to inſiſt. | 

Har. Well, well, as you pleaſe. 


Enter Mrs. MEchlix. 


Your very humble ſervant, good Madam Mechlin ; 
[ have taken the liberty to introduce a young gen- 
teman, a friend of mine, to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr. Harpy ; 
—won't you be ſeated, Sir? 4 

Y. Lov. Ma'am. [ They fit down.) 

Mrs. Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I ſerve you? 

Har. Why, Ma'am, the gentleman's fituation is 
——but, Sir, you had better ſtate your caſe to Mrs. 
Mechlin yourſelf. | 

T. Lov. Why, you are to know, Ma'am, that I 
am juſt eſcap'd from the univerſity, where (I need 
not tell you) you are greatly eſteem'd. 

Mrs. Mech. Very obliging. I muſt own, Sir, 
have had a very great e. for that learned body, 
ever ſince they made a near and dear frienfl of mine 
a doctor of muſic. 7 


Z. Lov. Yes, Ma'am, I remember the gentleman. 
5 D | Mrs. Meche 
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Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, Sir? I expect him 
here every minute to inſtruct a lodger of mine. 
F. Lov. Not intimately. Juſt arrived, but laſt 
night; upon my coming to town I found my father 
deceas'd, and all his fortune devis'd to his relict, 
my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole ! 

Y. Lov. Every ſhilling—that is, for her life. 

Mrs. Mech, And to what ſum may it amount? 

Y. Lov. Why, my mother is eternally telling 
me, that, after her, I ſhall inherit fifty or ſixty thou- 

{and at leaſt. 
Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, a capital ſum, 

Y. Lov. But of what uſe, my dear Mrs. Mechlin, 
fince ſhe refuſes to advance me a guinea upon the 
credit of it, and while the graſs grows—you Know 
the proverb - | 

Mrs. Mech. What, I ſuppoſe you want ſome- 
thing for preſent ſubſiſtence. 

Z. Lov. Juſt my ſituation. | 

Al. g. Mech. Have you thought of nothing tor 

yourſelf ? 

Z. Lov. I am reſolv'd to be guided by you. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you think of a wife? 

Z. Lov. A wife! 

Mrs. Mech. Come, come, don't deſpiſe my ad- 
vice: when a young man's finances are low, a wife 
is a much better reſource than a uſurer; and there 
are in this town a number of kind-hearted widows, 
that take a pleaſure in repairing the injuries done 
by fortune to handſome young tellows. 

Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reaton. 

Y. Lov. But, dear Ma'am, what can I do with 
a wife? | | 

Mrs. Mech. Do! Why, like other young fel- 
lows who marry ladies a little ſtricken in years; 


make her your banker and ſteward, If you ſay 5 
| the 
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che word, before nigbt I'll give you a widow with 
two thouſand a year in her pocket. 

Y. Lov. Two thouſand a year! a pretty employ- 
ment, if the-refidence cou'd; but be diſpens'd with. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you mean by refidence ? 
Do you think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, 1s 
to be eternally tack'd to his wife's petticoat: when 

is. in town, be you in the country; as ſhe ſhifts, 

do you ſhift. Why, you need not be with her above 
thirty days in the year; and let me tell you, you 
won't find a more eaſy condition: twelve months 
ſubſiſtence for one month's labour 

2. Lev. Two thouſand a year, you are ſure ? 

Mrs. Mech. The leaſt penny. 

Y. Lov. Well, Madam, you ſhall diſpoſe of me 
juſt as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well; if you will call in half an 


hour at fartheſt, I believe we ſhall finiſh the buſi- 
neſs. 
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4 
Y. Lov. In half an hour ? : 
Mrs. Mech. Preciſely. Oh, diſpatch is the very 4 
life and ſoul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will tell you 4 
my terms, you will find them reaſonable enough. 4 
Her. Oh, I am ſure we ſhall have no diſpute « 
about thoſe. 1 
Z. Lov. No, no. [ Going. i 
2 Mrs. Mech. Oh, but Mr. Harpy, it may be pro- 9 
„der to mention that the gentlewoman, the party, is 4 
0 upward of ſixty. 4 
Z. Lov, With all my heart; it is the purſe, not Y 
the perſon J want. Sixty! ſhe is quite a girl; 1 bl 
h wiſh with all my foul ſhe was ninety. 1 
4 Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, I ſee i 
* that. F. 
3 Y. Lov. Well, for half an hour, ſweet Mrs. 
ut MW Mechlin, adieu. | 
be { Exceunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 
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Mrs. Mech. Soh] T have provided for my dowager 
from Devonſhire ſquare, and now to cater for my 
commiſſary. Here he comes. 


Enter Funcus and BRI DOU. 


Fun, So, in fix weeks 
any news from the lady ? 

Mrs. Mech. I expect her here every moment. She 
is conſcious that in this ſtep ſhe deſcends from her 
dignity 3 but being deſirous to ſcreen you from the 
fury of her noble relations, ſhe is determined to let 
them ſee that the act and deed is intirely her own. 

Fun. Very kind, very obliging, indeed. But, 
Mrs. Mechlin, as the family is fo furious, I reckon 
we ſhall never be reconcil'd. 

Mrs. Mech. T don't know that. When you hare 
bought commiſſions for her three younger brothers, 
diſcharg'd the mortgage on the paternal eſtate, and 
portion'd off eight or nine of her ſiſters, it is not im- 
poſſible but my lord may be prevail'd on to ſuffer 
your name 

Fun. Do you think ſo? 

Mrs. Mech. But then a work of time, Mr. Fungus. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I know very well things of that 
kind are not brought about in a hurry. - 

Mrs. Mech. But I muſt prepare matters for the 
lady's reception. 

Fun, By all means. The jewels are ſent to her 
ladythip ? | 

Mrs Mech. To be ure. | 

Fun, And the ring for her ladyſhip, and her la- 
dy ſhip's licence? 

Ars. Mecb. Ay, ay, and her ladyſhip's parſon 
too; all are prepar'd. 

Vun. Parſon! why won't her lady ſnip pleaſe to 

be marry'd at Powl's ? 


Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think a 
lady of her rank and condition would bear to be ſeen 
in public at once with a perſon like you? , 

Fun. That's true, 1 

Mrs. Mech. No, no; I have ſent to Dr. Tickle- 
text, and the bufineſs will be done in the parlour | 
below. | Ef . 
Fun. As you and her ladyſhip pleaſes, gcod Mrs. 
Mechlin. | 

Mrs. Mech. You will get dreſs'd as ſoon as you 
can. 

Fun. I ſhall only take a ſhort leſſon from Mr. 
Bridoun, and then wait her ladyſhip's pleaſure. Mrs. 
Mechlin, may my brother be by ? 

Ms. Mech. Ay, ay, provided his being ſo is kept 
a ſecret from her. 

Fun. Never fear. Exit Mrs. Mechlin:] 


Well, Mr. Bridoun, and you think l am mended a 
little ? ; 


Brid. A great deal. 


Fun. And that in a month or ſix weeks I may 
be able to prance upon a long-tail'd horſe in Hyde- 
Park, without any danger of falling ? | 

Brid. Without doubt. 

Fun. It will be vaſt pleaſant, in the heat of the 
day, to canter along the King's-road, ſide by ſide, 
with the ladies, in the thick of the duſt; but that 
muſt not hope for this ſummer. 

Brid. I don't know that, if you follow it cloſe. 

Fun. Never fear, I ſhan't be ſparing ot But 
come, come, let us get to our buſineſs John, 
have the carpenters brought home my new horle? 


Enter Jon. 


Jobn, It is here, Sir, upon the top of the ſtairs. 
D 3 7 = X Fun. 
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Fun. Then fetch it in, in an inſtant. [ Exit 
John.) What a deal of time and trouble there poes, - 
Mr. Bridoun, to the making a gentleman. And do 
your gentlemen born now (for F reckon you have 
had of all forts) take as much pains as we do? 

rid To be ſure; but they begin, at an earlier 
age. 
Fun. There 1s 8 in that; I did not 
know but they might be apter, more cuterer now , 
in Catching cheir larnipg. | 

Brid. Diſpofitions do certainly differ. 

Fun, Ay, ay, ſomething in nater, I warrant, as 
they ſay the children of blackam oors wall ſwim as 
ſoon as they come into the world. | 

Enter Servants with a wooden horſe.) 
Oh, here he is, —ods me! it is a ſtately fine beaſt. 

Brid, Here my lads, place it here——very well; 
where's your ſwitch, Mr, Fungus! ? 

Fun. T have it. 

Brid, Now let me ſee you vault nimbly. into 
your ſeat,—Zounds ! you are got on the wrong ſide, 
Mr. Fungus. 

Fun. 1 am fo indeed, but we'll ſoon rectify that. 
Now we are right: may I have leave to lay hold 
of the mane? 

Bid. It you can't mount him without. 

Fun. ] will try; but this ſteed' is ſo deviliſh tall 

— Mr. Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw me ? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fun. Well, if he ſhou'd he can t kick; that' sone 
comfort, however: 

Brid. Now mind your poſition, 

Fun. Stay till I recover my wind. 

Brid. Let your head be erect. 

D = 1 

- Brid. And your ſhoulders fall 6 back. 
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Fun. Ho——there. 
Brid. Your ſwitch perpendicular in your right 
hand your right——that is it; your left to the 
bridle. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Your knees in, and your toes out. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Are you ready ? 

Fun. When you will. 

Brid. Off you go. 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at firſt. 

Brid. Very. well: preſerve your polition, 

Fun. | warrant. 

Brid. Does he carry you eaſy? 

Fun, All the world like a cradle. But, Mr. 
Bridoun, I go at a wonderful rate, | 

Brid, Mind your knees, 

Fun. Ay, ay ; I can't think but this here horſe 
ſtands {till very near as faſt as another can gallop. 

Brid. Mind your toes. 

Fun. Ho, ſtop the horſe. Zounds ! I'm out of 
the ſtirrups, I can't fit him no longer; there I 
g0 | [ Falls of- 

Brid. J hope you ar'n't hurt? 

Fun. My left hip has a little contuſion, 

Brid. A trifle, quite an accident; it might hap- 
pen to the very belt rider in England. 

Fun. Indeed! 

Brid. We have ſuch things happen every day at 
the manege; but you are vaſtly improv'd. 

Fun. Why, I am grown. bolder a little ; and, 
Mr. Bridoun, when do you think I may venture 
to ride a live horſe ? 

Brid. The very inſtant you are able to keep 
Jour ſeat on a dead one. 
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Enter Mrs. Mecniin. 


| Mrs. Mech. Bleſs me, Mr. Fungus, how you 
are trifling your time! I expect lady Sacharif 
every moment, and ſee what a trim you are in, 

Fun. I beg pardon, good Madam Mechlin. Pl! 
be equipp'd in a couple of minutes ; where will 
her ladyſhip pleaſe to receive ? 

Mrs. Mech. In this room, to be ſure ; come, 
ſtir, ſtir ! 

Fun. I have had a little fall from my horſe.— 
T'll go as faſt as I Mr. Bridoun, will you lend 
me a lift? [ Exeunt Fungus and Bridoun, 

Mrs. Mech. T here—— Jenny, ſhow Mrs. Loveit 
in here Who's there | 


— 


Enter SERVANTS. 


Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way, 
Come, come, make haſte. Madam, if you'll ſtep 
in here for a moment. | 


Enter Mrs, Lover. 


Mrs. Lov. So, fo, Mrs. Mechlin—well, you ſee 

I am true to my time ; and how have you throve, 

my good woman? 15 
Mrs. Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Mrs Lov. Indeed! And have you provided a 
party ? | | 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, and ſuch a party, you might 

ſearch the town round before you cou'd meet with 

his fellow: he'll ſuir you in every reſpect. 

Mrs. Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? 

Mrs. Mech. A gentleman by birth and by 
| breeding, 
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breeding, none of your little whipper ſnapper 
Jacks, but a countenance as comely, and a preſence 


2s portly : he has one fault indeed, if you can 
but overlook that. 


Mrs. Lov. What is it ? 

Mrs. Mech. His age. 

Mrs. Lov. Age! how, how? 

Mrs. Mech. Why, he is rather under your mark, 
Jam afraid; not above twenty at moſt. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, well, ſo he anſwers in every 
thing elſe, we muſt overlook that; for, Mrs. Mech- 
lin, there is no expecting perfection below. 

Mrs. Mech. True, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. And where is he? 

Mrs. Mech. I look for him every minute; if 
you will but ſtep into the drawing-room, I have 
given him ſuch a picture, that I am ſure he 1s 
full as impatient as you. 

Mrs. Lov. My dear woman, you are ſo kind 
and obliging: but, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look? 
don't flatter me, do you think my figure will ſtrike 
him? | 

Mrs. Mech. Or he muſt be blind. 

Mrs. Lov. You may juſt hint black don't be- 
come me, that I am a little paler of late; the loſs 
of a huſband one loves. will cauſe an alteration, 
you know. | 

Mrs. Mech. True; oh, he will make an allow- 
ance for that. 

Mrs. Lov. But things will come round in a trice. 

[ Exit Mrs, Loveit. 


Enter Siuox. 


Sim. Madam, Miſs Dolly is dizen'd out and 
every thing ready. | 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the commiſſary FRY 
] will introduce him the inſtant he is dreſs'd. 
1 [Exit Mrs. Mechlin 


Sim. Miſs Dolly, you may come in; your aunt 
will be here in an inſtant. 


Enter Dol ix and Ic xxv. 


Dolly. Huſh, Simon, huſh, to your poſt. 

Sim, 1 am gone [Exit Simon. 
Dolly. Well, Jenny, a have I the true quality 
Se Es 

Fen. As perfectly, Ma'am, as if you had been 
bred to the buſineſs; and for figure, I defy the firſt 
of them all. For my part, I think Mr. Fungus 
very well off; when the ſecret comes out, I don't 
fee what right he has to'be angry. 

Dolly. Oh, when once he: is noos'd, let him 
ſtruggle as much as he will, the cord will be drawn 
only the tighter, 

Jen. Ay, ay, we may truſt to your manage- 
ment. I hope, Miſs, I ſhall have the honour to 
follow your fortunes ; there will be no bearing 
this houſe, when once you have left it. 

Dolly, No, Jenny, it would he barbarous to rob 
my aunt of ſo uſeful a ſecond , beſides, for miſtreſs 
and maid, we rather know one another a little too 
well. 

Fen. Indeed but here comes Mr. Fungus; 
remember diſtance and digntty. 

Dolly. I warrant you, wench, 

Fen. So, I ſee what I have to hope. Our young 
filly ſeems to be ſecure of her match ; but I may 
joſtle her the wrong ſide the poſt: we will have a 


trial, however; but I muſt ſee and find out the 
brother. 


Enter 
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5 Enter Z. Fonaus 4 Mrs. Maca. 


Fun, Yes, ſcarlet is vaſtly becoming, and takes 
ey much with the ladies; quite proper too, as I 
ure been in the army. | 

Mrs, Mech. Stay where. yon ate till you are 
nnounc'd to the lady. Mr. Fungus begs leave to 
hrow himſelf at your ladyſhip's feet. 

Dolly, The mon may dra nigh. I 

Mrs. Mech. Approach. | 


Fun, May I ot to, nrake love? it 
Mrs. Mech. 


Fun, Here, hold the paper to prompt me in caſe 
[ hov'd ſtumble—Madam,,or, May it pleaſe your 
ldyſhip, when I preponderate the grander of 
jour high ginnyalogy, and the mereantile meanneſs 
of my dingy deſcent; when I conſider that your 
neſtors,-like admiral Anſon, ſaibd all round the 
wrld-in the ark, and that it is a matter of doubt 
whether I ever had any forefathers. or no; I totter, 
Ivemble, at the thoughts of my towering ambi- 
n,—Ah—a, is not Phaeton next? 
Mrs. Mech. Hey 
No, Luna. 
Fun. Right; —ambition—digpity how debas'd, 
liltance how great ! it is as if the link ſhou'd de- 
mund an alliance with Luna, or the buſhy. bram- 
le court the boughs of the ſtately. Scotch fir; it 
vas t—— What's next? | 


* 5 


[ Locking at ihe paper.] 
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Mrs. Mech. Next—bhey ! I have loſt the 


place I am afraid—Come, come, enough has been 
faid ; you have ſhow'd the ſenſe you entertain of 
the honour: Upon theſe occaſions, a third perſon 
is fitteſt to cut matters ſhort. Your ladyſhip hears 
that 

Dolly. Yes, yes, I ken weel enough what th 
mon wou'd be at. Mrs. Mechlin has ſpeard file 
things in your great commendations, Mr. Fungus, 
that I canno* bur ſay 1 clic d a fancy to you frum 
the very beginning. 

Fun. Much oblig'd to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, 
pleaſe your laſhip -- 

Dolly. You ken I am of as auncient a family az 
any North-Briton can boaſt. 

Fun. I know it full well, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. And that I ſhall get the ill-wull of a' my 
kin by this match. 

Fun. I am ſorry for that, pleaſe your la*ſhip. 

Dolly. But after the ceremony it will be pro- 
per to withara* from town for a ſhort ſpace 
o'time. 

Fun. Pleaſe your la'ſhip, what your la'ſhip 
pleales. 

Dolly. In order to = that goſſip, Scandal, juſt 
time. to tire her tongue. 

Fur. Trae, your la'thip. 

Dolly. | mun expect that the folk will mak 
tree wi' my character in chooling like a conſort 
as you. 

Fun. And with me too, pleaſe your la' ſhip. 

Dolly. Wi you, mon! 

Mrs. Mech. Hold your tongue. 

Dolly. Donna you think the honor will cr 
mickle envy upon you ? 


Tun. 


no 


th 
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Fun. Oh, to be ſure, pleaſe your la'ſhip. I did 


not mean that. | 
Dolly. Weel, I ſay, we'll gang into the country. 


Fun. As ſoon as your la'ſhip pleaſes, I have a 


ſyeet houſe hard by Reading, 

Dolly. You ha'; that's right. 

Fun. One of the molt pleaſanteſt places that can 
be again. 

Dolly. Ha' you a good proſpedt ? 

Fun. Twenty ſtage=coaches drive every day by 
the door, beſides carts and gentlemen's carriages. 

Dolly. Ah, that will 
Wes. Mech. Oh, your ladyſhip will find all 


things prepar'd: in the next room the attorney 
waits with the writings. 


Fun. The honour of your la'ſhip' $ hand 
Dolly. Maiſter Fungus, you're a little too haſty. 


Exit Doll v.] 

Mrs. Mech. Not till after the nuptials; you 
muſt not expect to be too familiar at firſt. 

Fun. Pray, when do think we ſhall bring the 
bedding about ? 

Mrs. Mech. About the latter end of the year, 
when the winter ſets in. 
Fun, Not before ! 


Enter Young LoveirT. 


TY. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not 
exceeded my hour; but I expected Mr. Harpy 
wou'd call, 

Mrs. Mech. He is in the next room with a 
dy. Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is ambi- 
nous of obtaining the nuptial benediction from the 
lame hands after you. 


Fun. He's 
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Fun. He's heartily welcome — What, and is hi f 
wife a woman of quality too ? 

Mrs. Me&b. No, no, a cit; but monſtrouſy i de 
rich: but your lady will wonder " 

Fun, Ay, ay, but you'll follow; for 1 ſhar! = 
know what to ſay to her when we are alone.— 

[ Exit Foxcr, 

Mrs. Mech. I will ſend you, Sir, your ſpouſe in 
an inſtant : the gentlewoman is a widow, fo yy 
may throw in what raptures you pleaſe, 
2. Lov, Never fear. [Exit Mrs. Mecnty, 
And yet this ſcene is fo new, how to acquit 
myſelf—let me recollect—fome piece of a ply 
now.—* Vouchſafe, divine perfection“ No, that 
won't do for a dowager; it is too humble and 
whining. But ſee, the door opens, ſo I have no 
time for rehearſal I have it, — 


« Claſp'd in the folds of love I'll meet my doom, 
And act my? — 


Enter Mrs. LovEirT. 


Mrs. Lov. Hah ! 

Y. Lov. By all that's monſtrous, my mother ! 

Mrs. Lov. That rebel my ſon, as J live! 

Y. Lov. The quotation was quite a-propos : had 
it been a little darker, I might have reviv'd the 
ſtory of CEdipus. 

Mrs. Lov. So, Sirrah, what makes you from your 
ſtudies ? 

Z. Lov. A ſmall hint I receiv'd of your incll- 
nations brought me here, Ma'am, in order to pre- 
vent, if poſſible, my father's fortune from going 
out cf the family. | 

Mrs. Lov. Your father! how dare you diſturb his 
dear aſhes | you know well enough how his dear 
memory melts me; and that at his very name my 
heart is ready to break. 


he 


a | 


no 
WI 


2. Lev. 
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Va Lev. Well ſaid, my old matron of Ephe- 


Mrs. Lov. That is what you want, you diſobe- 
dient, unnatural monſter; but compleat, accom- 
pliſh your cruelty : ſend me the ſame road your vil- 
hies forc'd your father to take. 


Enter Mrs. MchlIx. 


Mrs. Mech. Hey-day ! What the deuce have we 
here; our old lady in tears ! 
Mrs. Lov. Diſappointed a little, that's all. 
Ms. Mech. Pray, Ma'am, what can occaſion 
Mrs. Lov. Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, what 
z blunder you have made 
Mrs. Mech. A blunder! as how ? 


Mrs. Lov. Do you know who you have brought 
me? 


Mrs. Mech. Not perfectly. 

Mrs. Lov. My own ſon ! that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Your ſon! 

Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural — 

Mrs. Mech. Blunder indeed! but who cou'd 
tave thought it? Why, by your account, Ma'am, 
q ms your ſon was a child ſcarce out of his 
rocks, 

Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, ſo my re- 
putation will be blaſted for ever. 


Mrs. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't to 
le, 


Enter Funcus and Doll v. 


. What is the matter ?—you make ſuch a 
noiſe, there 1 ſuch thi Indi h 
5 there is no ſuch thing as minding the 


vnitings. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend of 
mine, not having ſet her eyes on her ſon ſince the 
death of his father, and being appris'd by me 
that here ſhe might meet with him, came with à 
true paternal affection to give him a little whole. 
fome advice. | g 

Mrs. Lov. Well ſaid, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Which the young man return'd in 
a way ſo brutal and barbarous, that his poor mo- 
ther be comforted, Ma'am ; you had better repoſe 
on my bed— 

Mrs. Lov. Any where to get out of his ſight, 

Mrs. Mech, Here, Jenny 

Mrs. Lov, Do you think you can procure me 
another party ? 

Mrs. Mech. Never doubt it. 

Mrs: Lov. Ugh, ugh [ Exit coughing, 

Mrs. Mech. Bear up a little, Ma'am. 

Fun. Fye upon you! you have thrown the old 
gentle woman into the ſtericks. 

Z. Lov. Sir! | | 

Fun. You a man, you are a ſcandal, a ſhame to 
your ſcct. 


Enter Dr. CaTGurT. 


Dr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are the 
couple prepar'd ?—The fiddles are tun'd, the bows 
ready roſin'd, and the whole band—Oh, you, Sir, 
are one party I reckon, but where is the—— 
Ah, Dolly, what are you here, my dear? 

Dolly. Soh ! 

Fun. Dolly! Who the devil can this be? 

Dr. Cat. As nice and as ſpruce too, the bride- 


maid I warrant — why you look as blooming, you 
Aut. | : 
Fun. 


OU 


{Ns 
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Fun. What can this be? hark ye, Sir! 
Dr. Cat. Well, Sir. 
Fun. Don't you think you are rather too Kami | 
liar with a lady of her rank and condition? | 
Dr. Cat. Rank and condition !—what Dolly? 


Fun. Dolly ! what a plague poſſeſſes the man 
this is no Dolly, I tell you. | 

Dr. Cat. No! | 

Fus. No, this is lady: Scracariſſa Ant. 

Dr. Cat. Who? 

Fun. Deſcended from the old, old, old earl of 
Glendowery. 

Dr. Cat. What ſne, Dolly Mechlin 3 

Fun. Dolly Devil, the man's out of his wits, I 
believe. — ; 


Enter Mrs. MEchrIꝝ. 


Oh, Mrs. Mechlin will you ſet this matter to 
* 

Mrs. Mech. How, Dr. Tatgut ! 

Fun. The ſtrangeſt fellow Bore has danc'd up- 
ſtairs, and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly'd my lady, 
#ho the plague can he be? 

Dr. Cat. Oh, a-propos, Molly Mechlin, what 
s this the man that is to be marry*d? The marriage 


mill never hold good; why he is more frantic and 
madder | 


Fun. Mad | John, fetch me the foils ; I'll carte 
and tierce you, you ſcoundrel. : 


Esser Isaac Funcus and JENNY. 


J. Fun. Where's brother ?—it a'n't over; you 
be'n't marry'd, 1 hope. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; why, what is the — 

1 Fun. Pretty hand, you are got into. Your 

E ſervant, 
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ſervant, good Madam; what this is the perſon, [ 
warrant; ay, how pretty the Puppet is painted 
do you know who ſhe is? 

Z. Fun. Who ſhe | is? without Joube. 

J. Fun. No, you don't, brother Zac. only the 
ſpawn of that devil incarnate, dreſs'd out as—— 

Z. Fun. But hark ye, Iſaac, are - don't be in a 
hurry gare you ſure 

I. Fun, Sure — the girl of the houſe, abhorrin 
their ſcandalous project, has freely confeſs'd the 
whale ſcheme, Jenny, ſtand forth, and anſwer 
boldly to what I ſhall aſk : Is not this wench the 
woman's niece of the houſe ? 

Jer. I fancy ſhe will hardly deny it. 

J. Fun. And is not this miſtreſs of yours a moſt 
profligate 
Mrs. Mech, Come, come, Maſter Iſaac, I will 
ſave you the trouble, and cut this matter ſhort in 
an inſtant Well then, this girl, this Dolly, i is my 
niece; and what then? | 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you aſham'd ! 

3 Lov. She aſham*d ! I would have told you, 
but I could not get you to liſten why ſhe brought 
me here to marry my mother, 

Z. Fun. Marry your mother! Lord have mercy 
on us, what a monſter ! to draw a young man in 


to be guilty of incenſe. But hark ye, brother 


Iſaac, | they retirg]— 

Dr. Cat. Gads my life, what a ſweet roject 
have help'd to deſtroy But come, Dolly, T I piece 
thy broken fortunes again : thou haſt a good pret- 


ty voice; I'll teach thee a thrill and a ſhake; perch. 


thee amongſt the boughs at one of the gardens 
and then as a miſtreſs, which, as the world goes, 
is a much better ſtation than that of a vife, not 


the proudeſt of them all. 


Mrs. 


r 


\ 
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Mrs. Mech. Miſtreſs ! No, no, we have not 
manag d our matters ſo badly. Hark ye, Mr. Wr 


nigug: 

. Fun. Well, what do yoy went ? 

Mrs. Mech. Do o propoſe to confummate 
your. nuptials ? ' 

Z. Fun. That's a pretty queſtion, indeed. 

' Mrs. Mech. You have no objection then to pay- 
ing the penalty. the contract here that Mr. Harpy 
has drawn. 

Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother Iſaac. 

J Fun. Let me ſee it. 

Mrs. Mech. Sofc you there, my maker of can- 
ales, it is as well where it is ; but you need not 
doubt of it's goodneſs : I promiſe you the beſt ad- 
vice has been taken. 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fiend, what a karpy ! - 

Mrs. Mech, And why ſo, my good maſter Fun- 
gus? Is it becauſe I have practis'd that trade by 
retail which you have carry'd on in the groſs ? 
What injury do I do the world? I feed on their 
follies, *ris true; and the game, the plunder, is 
fair; : but the fangs of you, and * tribe, 


A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel 
To their candour and juſtice I make my appeal: 
Tho' a poor humble ſcourge in a national cauſe, 
ASI truſt I deſerve, I demand your applauſe. 
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